Martychu: A BTTF FanFic 


by TheMacDude 


Category: Back to the Future, PokAOmon 
Genre: Sci-Fi, Suspense 
Language: English 

Characters: Biff Tannen, Doc/Dr. Emmett Brown, Marty McFly, 

Pikachu 

Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-08 22:04:41 
Updated: 2016-04-08 22:04:41 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 21:39:49 
Rating: K+ 

Chapters : 1 
Words : 2,706 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: When one of Doc Brown's experiments goes horribly awry after 
Biff tampers with it, Marty is transformed into a Pikachu and, 
because of Biff's intervention, is stuck that way permanently. Unless 
they can successfully go back in time to change history, Marty will 
be Martychu forever. 


Martychu: A BTTF FanFic 
July 24th, 2000, 1st Timeline 

Marty walked into the Doc's lab to get something. He was finally 
writing a book about his time travel experience after fifteen years 
had gone by, and he needed the original tape recording of Doc at the 
Twin Pines Mall he'd made all those years ago. 

As he was rummaging around in a dusty old box, something clicked and 
rock music began to play over a speaker somewhere. Marty heard some 
gas hissing. It was probably just some chemistry experiment on the 
table. Something pointless like how argon gas reacts to cheesy 80 's 
music . 

But just then, a yellow mist began to come into the closet Marty was 
in and he put the box down. _I ' d better go see what's going on over 
there, _ Marty thought. He left the closet using the shirt as a mask 
and saw a beaker over a flame emitting the strange gas. 

A power plug was down in the liquid, and Marty was afraid to touch it 
for fear of electrocution. He cautiously lifted the plug from the 
substance, which was rapidly vaporizing into the mist, and stoppered 
the beaker. The reaction stopped. 

Marty let out his breath, but he felt funny. As if he was poisoned. A 
bad taste was in his mouth, and he made his way for the exit to get 
away from the noxious gas that still filled the room. _What has Doc 



done now? _ His vision swam and soon he blacked out before he managed 
to escape the gas. 

When Marty me to, he was at a lower elevation than was normal. _But 
of course. If I blacked out, then I must have fallen. _Marty picked 
himself up from the ground and stood on two legs, but he still was 
far below the top of the counter, which, even though it was taller 
than usual, should not have been _that _tall. 

Marty saw a flash of yellow. He looked round and realized that it was 
in fact him that was yellow. Of course, maybe the gases had some sort 
of bleaching effect like that to them. Then an ear with a dash of 
black at its tip fell over Marty's eyes when he tried to move. He 
grabbed it with his paw, and held it in front of his face. 

His eyes grew wide as he realized what had happened. "Wake up, Marty, 
wake up!" he said to himself. Just then, the alarm rang, signaling 
the fact that the phone was ringing. Doc _still _used the same phone 
he used in 1985. Marty, finding he could not walk on two legs, went 
over on all fours. What a wild dream he was having. 

He, after some struggle to reach it on top of the table, managed to 
get the phone's receiver. "Marty, is that you?" Doc answered. 

"Yo, hey. I was just finding out about this experiment of yours. 
Apparently it backfired and turned me into a _Pikachu_, of all 
things. Oh, Doc, how my life would be different without you." 

"What? Say that again, I didn't hear. 

"I said, your experiment turned me into a _Pikachu!"_ 

"Marty, this is of importance somewhere between the Manhattan Project 
and Christopher Columbus being born! My experiment didn't backfire! 
Far from it! But I didn't mean for you to trigger it. In fact, I had 
a person who was ready to do it! But don't worry, Marty!" 

"This particular mixture will wear off in a few moments, but I have 
ones that will last longer and even one that's permanent! I won't use 
that one on anybody until I get an antidote, but that will be a 
while . " 

"Yeah, about that. The Pikachu thing is really working out. Now, I 
need to get to writing that book I told you about, remember?" 

"I'll be right over! This can't wait! Especially not since the time 
machine is broke down. I need to get to fixing that anyway." 

Marty hung up the phone, and began darting around and saying "No, no, 
no, no!", involuntarily using Pikachu speed in his terror. It wasn't 
long before he was exhausted of all strength. 

Marty slumped down next to the phone table, and sighed. Apparently 
this _wasn't_ a dream after all, or he'd have woke up by the sheer 
strangeness of it all. Then again, he would have more things to put 
into more books. This would make a great sci-fi book. 

Soon, Doc walked in. Marty said "Well, it's been a few moments, and 
this hasn't worn off. Please tell me there is an antidote for this," 
said Marty discontentedly. 



"Noa€"no, that's not possible! I could have sworn..." Doc 
remarked . 

Held in his hand was the empty bottle that had once contained the 
substance. On it was a piece of tape that read "Permanent" scrawled 
in felt-tipped marker. "I checked and rechecked, Marty. Someone could 
only have tampered with the bottles. When I left, I had put the 10 
minute bottle in this. I know it. Who could have done 
this ? " 

"_Biff." __Marty whispered under his breath. "Biff Tannen. He was the 
only person who could have done this. I actually _saw _him nearby, 
walking away from here. He must have found out that I was heading 
this way and decided to pull a little trick on me." 

"Biff _has _caused us a lot of trouble in the past. It seems he never 
gets over it. Why, I wouldn't be surprised if he did do something 
like that," said Doc. 

"This is heavy. Doc. How can we reverse the effects if there's no 
antidote? I sure as heck don't want to be stuck as a Pikachu the rest 
o f my life! " 

Doc said "I suppose that if we can get the locomotive time machine 
working again, then we could go back and warn your past self not to 
go to my garage. Unfortunately, the reason why I've been here so much 
is because the part that generates the 1.21 gigawatts was destroyed 
in the last trip." 

"Since all the plutonium was used up on other experiments, we can't 
generate that much electricity. The only other thing that gives off 
that much electricity is, as I said before, a bolt of lightning, and 
unfortunately in your present time, we really _don't _know when or 
where it will strike." 

Marty's cheeks sparked a little. "I am a lightning bolt in a box, or 
so I've found . " 

"Do you think maybe that would work? Buta€ | is that electricity high 
enough in wattage to get the kick we need?" said Doc. 

Doc got out a heavy-duty multimeter encased in a shell of rubber and 
hooked Marty up to it. "Now, give off your biggest blast. We need all 
the power you have, " Doc said as he stepped outside the room rubbing 
his eyes. 

Marty sent a shock down the wires with all he had, but when Doc came 
back in he said "It's only 100 megawatts. We're going to need more 
power! But how? We can't just get a bunch of people together and turn 
them into Pikachu." 

Just then, the doorbell rang. Doc whispered "Hurry, get under here. 
You shouldn't be seen by anyone, or they might ask questions." 

Doc answered the door and it was a deliveryman. "Here you are. One 
iMac G3 Tangerine. I'll just have you sign right here, and I'll set 
it right the-" 

"Don't touch that! It's some sensitive weather-creating 



equipment ! " 


"Ok, I'll just set it on the floor then," said the deliveryman. 

The deliveryman left, brushing a tuft of yellow hair off his uniform 
as he went. _Probably just that man's cat or something. Hope it 
doesn't have any fleas. _ 

After that was over with, Marty came uncovered and said "I saw them 
putting up some power lines near the railway tracks. If we get the 
locomotive connected to it, we could get a boost of power going into 
the flux capacitor through that. Couldn't we?" 

"No, otherwise I would have tried that before, Marty. But maybeaC | 
It's the only way. It might have strange effects, but to get you back 
to human form we are going to need to get you evolved to Raichu. It's 
the only way to generate the kind of power we need." 

"Okay, Pokemon guru Doc. When did you learn this much about this 
subject?" said Marty. 

"Oh, I had a free weekend. Anyway, if I remember correctly, you need 
to be exposed to something called a Thunder Stone. How you get 
something of that sort, I don't know. But I think it involves finding 
a hard rock that survived being struck by lightning." 

"Ok, so we just wait for a storm to occur and find the residue left 
where lightning struck. Not too hard, except we might need to scour 
the entirety of Hill Valley to find it. Great. This is heavy-duty. 
Doc." 

"Actually, I heard that the old clock tower is attractive to 
lightning since it's the tallest structure with a lightning rod. 
That's why lightning struck on the day you came back to the 
future . " 

That night, there happened to be a storm occurring with heavy showers 
and thunder. The Doc drove with Marty down to the clock tower. 45 
years ago on that spot, Marty had driven the DeLorean down the street 
and gone back to the future. 

"You stay here, Marty! We can't risk you being seen by anyone." 

Once the Doc had gone, Marty curled up on the seat and waited for him 
to come back. When the Doc returned, he clutched in a gloved hand a 
stone that was transparent and glowing. "This required gloves to 
handle, since it was charged. Be careful with it! You may be immune 
to it, but the car certainly isn't." 

As the Thunder Stone was used, a queer sensation came over Marty. It 
spread throughout his body, and it felt like it did when he first 
changed into a Pikachu. Then, he blacked out again. 

July 25th, 2000, 1st Timeline 

"Take it easy, Marty. You've been asleep for nine hours now. I was 
getting worried you'd never come round." Doc said. 

"I had a horrible dreama€"that I transformed into aa€ Pikachua€| I 
had to evolve or something to fix ita€ | we had to go back in timea€| 



If 


"Well, now you're back here, safe and sound inside your Raichu body. 

I have to say, it went better than I thought it would." 

"I _WHAT? ! " __Marty exclaimed. His cheeks sparked just out of 
agitation . 

"We need to go out at once to the time machine, now that you're up 
and about. I parked it in an abandoned section of track over by the 
railway junction, " Doc said. 

They got in the car again and went to the place where the time 
machine sat. Doc pulled off the blown component and hoisted Marty up 
in its spot. He then proceeded to fasten the two heavy cables to each 
of Marty's cheeks, where the current would be strongest, and said 
"When I give the signal, release all your power into the cables. Not 
a moment too soon or too late!" 

After he attached another heavy cable into the flux capacitor and put 
it up on a hook-like contraption to catch the power lines, he boarded 
the locomotive and started it with some wood he'd put in Marty's 4x4 
which he'd borrowed for the situation. The locomotive began to rattle 
and clank as the wheels went over the old track that just barely 
supported their weight. 

"The switch, Marty! I forgot about the switch! See if you can catch 
it with that long tail of yours, or we'll be derailed!" shouted Doc. 
Ahead a few meters was a rusty old lever that protruded from a 
crumbling base of concrete. 

Marty swung his Raichu tail to gain momentum and attempted to do it 
without detaching any of the cables that were attached to him. The 
tail was just long enough, and the tip of it hit the lever and it 
swung . 

A terrible groaning ensued as the old track shifted in position. The 
rails fixed themselves in the right way with a clatter and a 
clunk . 

The train sped up. Doc dialed in the time that Marty had told him the 
event occurred, and set it 15 minutes early to give them time to stop 
the event . 

A little gauge, one of the many in Doc's cab, showed the speed. It 
was at 80 miles per hour. "NOW Marty!" Then the cables sparked with 
electricity and the time abruptly changed to day. Cars blew their 
horns as the train coasted by an intersection to a stop. 

July 24th, 2000, 2nd Timeline 

Doc came out and unfastened Marty. Then, they set off to Doc's 
garage. They had not a moment to lose. When they arrived. Biff, as 
expected, was entering the open garage door. "Hey! Stop!" shouted 
Doc. He ran inside after him. 

"Buzz off. You have no business with what I'm about to do. Close the 
garage door, and walk away." 

"Ha! I'm afraid I _do_ have business with what you are doing. This is 



my garage, and I oversee what happens in it ! I came from the future 
to _stop _Marty from becoming a Pikachu! Get out, or I call the 
police . " 

"No can do, amigo." Just then, he swapped the bottles, having hid the 
Permanent bottle behind his back, and made the gas begin to fizz by 
dropping the plug in and turning on the burner. Biff made his way for 
the garage door as gas filled the room, and closed it shut from the 
outside just as Doc reached it, preventing his escape. 

Though Marty shocked Biff with a high dose of electricity when he got 
out of the garage, sending him flying off into the sky to disappear 
with a blink of light in the distance, the damage was already 
done . 

Marty returned to human form just then since his transformation had 
been averted and Biff and the gas had been dealt with before his past 
self got there, but now Doc had turned, because he had breathed in 
the gas in the garage. 

Marty reopened the garage door and stood back, not wanting to be 
transformed once again. Once the gas cleared, the sleeping form of 
Doc lay on the floor. He was a Pikachu. 

Soon, the past Marty came in distance and he said "Up to my time 
traveling antics again, are we?" He came over and saw the situation 
in the garage. "I came to get a book and now I find a sleeping 
Pikachu and myself? Fill me in on what has happened." 

The future Marty filled the past Marty in on what happened. "So 
that's Doc? Then where is the Doc in my time now?" asked the past 
Marty . 

To answer his question, the phone rang just as it had originally for 
Marty. Pikachu Doc had already woken up and was finding out, much 
like Marty had, what had happened. He got the phone down from its 
table, and lifted the receiver. 

"Marty, is that you?" the past Doc asked over the phone. 

"No, it's Doc. I'm from the future, one day to be exact, and I am now 
a Pikachu. My experiment worked!" 

"Wait- so you're me from the future?" 

"It's a long story. But one should never know too much of his own 
destiny! I've probably already said too much!" said Pikachu 
Doc . 

"Ha! I outwitted Biff. Of course, he was kind of a numbskull from the 
start anyway. I put the Permanent bottle in the machine so he swapped 
it for the 10 minute bottle! I should be coming back around in a few 
seconds," Pikachu Doc said as he put the receiver back. 

Sure enough, soon he came back up on two legs as a human again. "Now, 
we need to hide until the time when we departed. I surely don't want 
to mess anything else up. Then this timeline will end and we will 
merge or something so there's only one Marty and one Doc Emmet 
Brown . 



"Thank goodness _that'_s over," Marty said. 

So they waited for a day so they could go Back to the Future 

End 
f ile . 



